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died of influenza at one time. Then her husband died and she moved
with her 5 children to the shop opposite the hotel, and brought them
up. Her second husband was a small timber merchant who was
ruined by the failure of a man in the same business. Now they have
come down to keep a turnpike gate.

This evening while we were at prayers and singing the hymn 'My
God, my Father while I stray' Dora suddenly fell on the floor in a
feinting fit. I thought she had only overbalanced herself, slipped and
Men against Florence who was looking over her hymn book, but
Louisa rushed forward crying, 'She's fainting, Sir!' and helped me
to raise her and lay her back in an easy chair while Arthur stood
aghast. I called to Emily to run for cold water. Dora soon came
round again and drank a glass of sherry. She said she had never
quite lost consciousness. She had been singing a good deal and her
dress was tight and the east wind made her feel ill and she caught her
breath and could not get it again.

Saturday, 30 March

Indoors all day with a bad headache and fresh cold and greater
tightness of chest. Charles and Tom Palmer walked over from
Eardisley to see me. The day was bitterly cold with a cruel E.
wind and whilst they were here a wild snowstorm came on.

Tuesday, April Morrow

I had long wished to pay a visit to Maurice Richards the wood-
man's cottage in the wood and as to-day was fine and drying I
determined to go. After dinner I climbed up by the Clerk's house to
Mary Jackson's and found her alone and ill with a bad cold and very
poor and destitute and lonely. I filled up her application for relief
to the next Jarvis Charity meeting, and she told me of the death of
her young daughter by consumption and her husband's agonizing
but happy death from internal cancer, the result of an old wound, a
log of timber having fallen upon his back in the sawpit where he
was under-sawyer when a young man.

Mary Jackson showed me my way over the wattled stiles and
along the bankside, through the wood to the woodman's cottage.
It was a beautiful afternoon, the larches in the sheltered hollows
were thickening green and waving their first tender green feathers
and the woods were full of the singing of birds. As I went through